ALONG  THE   ROAD

In me, on the other hand, the wind of the Apen-
nines begets nothing but neuralgia and the pro-
foundest depression. It is not Pro spice that I
should write in the precipice-encurled castello ;
it is something in the style of the City of Dreadful
Night

That I am not exaggerating the horrors of the
wind among the Apennines is proved by the fact
that it has been found necessary, for the con-
venience and even the safety of travellers, to
protect the most exposed places of the principal
passes with high walls. I remember in particular
one section of the main road from Florence to
Bologna which is flanked for hundreds of yards
by an immense parapet, like the great wall of
China. The road at this point, which is between
two and three thousand feet above the sea, cuts
across the head of a deep and narrow valley,
through which there sucks a perpetual draught.
Even in summer, on halcyon days, you can hear
as you pass under the lee of the v^all, a melancholy
wailing of the winds overhead. But on rough
days in winter, in the spring and autumn, the air
is full of fearful noises, as though the gates of hell
had been opened and the lost souls were making
holiday. What happened to travellers who
passed that way before, some hundred years ago,
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